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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
HELLENICS 

BLUE SLEEP 

Aphrodite ! 

Aphrodite of the blue sleep, the bird-black sea, 

I thank you that at last my body is at peace. 

I toss these flowers from the flowers, your feet. 
From the pear buds of your ankles. 
The white hyacinths of your limbs. 

The love-hour is ended. 
Swallow-wings, dreams of a spiked iris, 
Gipsy your eyes. 

The hollows under your knees are sweet with love. 
Your knees are quince-blossoms, bent back by the rain. 

Blue of your eyes. 

Blue of the Greek seas that has no name. 

Am I lifted 

To the porch of Aphrodite on your wings? 



EOS 

Your face is the flush of Eos: 
You are dawn. 
Your face is Greece. 
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IV. Br y her 

Under your lifted arm 
There is lavender to kiss; 
Sea-lavender, spiced with salt. 

Before the fierce cyclamen wine has burnt my lips, 
I kiss your limbs, wild followers of Artemis. 

Your eyes break sleep! 

I touch the pansy set below your heart; 

Each kiss a star 

That fades upon your body, which is dawn. 

April scent of your throat, 

O spiced flowers of your shoulders, 

Will you shrink from the lion, my heart? 

WILD ROSE 

wild rose, bend above my face! 
There is no world — 

Only the beat of your throat against my eyes. 

White moss is harsh 

Against these soft white petals of your feet. 

It is hard to dream you have followed the wild goats 

Aslant the perilous hills. 

1 have only the fire of my heart to offer you, 
O peach-red lily of my love ! 

W, Bryher 
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